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" Tear down the symbol of falsehood and tyranny!- Let
the new world breathe the free air! "

The soldiers fired.   The people, infuriated, dashed forward

" Kill the minions ! "

" Sans-culottes! "

" Merdeux!"

" Shoot!"

" A bas la Bastille! "

The women pounced upon the militia. Ferocious tigresses,
they bit and scratched and pummelled and screamed. The
soldiers, dazed, dropped their weapons and fled.

" Ecrasez la tyrannie !   A bas la Bastille !   A bas le roi! "

Heads rolled at my feet like red-juiced coco-nuts in a
hurricane. The eyes of the spectators had the queer lustre
:>f the Marquis and his voluptuaries. The scent of their bodies
was the scent of lust. The whip of justice became the whip of
passion. The goddess of lechery usurped the throne of the
goddess of reason.

Furious at the rabble, whose souls were hills of fuming
manure infested with rapacious maggots, I ran along the shore
of the Seine.

The fog rose from its waters, formed a pyramid, wound
itself about the trees, climbed the walls of the houses, swept the
roofs, and vanished.

The gargoyles of Notre Dame trickled like noses suffering
with catarrh. They mocked at me, at my hopes, at my
illusions.

A woman passed by, a basket on her arms.

" Bonjour, citoyen."

" Bonjour, citoyenne."

" They say * la louisette * will hug many necks to-day/'

" So they say/'

A man, short, bow-legged, with a nose like a parrot's aad
a chin like a shovel, pointed to the Cathedral,